
All Ireland Review

Irish Industries. Unpatriotic Shopmen
Author(s): Vidette
Source: All Ireland Review, Vol. 3, No. 1 (Mar. 8, 1902), pp. 4-5
Published by: All Ireland Review
Stable URL: http://www.jstor.org/stable/20545893 .

Accessed: 20/06/2014 23:13

Your use of the JSTOR archive indicates your acceptance of the Terms & Conditions of Use, available at .
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp

 .
JSTOR is a not-for-profit service that helps scholars, researchers, and students discover, use, and build upon a wide range of
content in a trusted digital archive. We use information technology and tools to increase productivity and facilitate new forms
of scholarship. For more information about JSTOR, please contact support@jstor.org.

 .

All Ireland Review is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve and extend access to All Ireland Review.

http://www.jstor.org 

This content downloaded from 62.122.79.90 on Fri, 20 Jun 2014 23:13:12 PM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/action/showPublisher?publisherCode=air
http://www.jstor.org/stable/20545893?origin=JSTOR-pdf
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


4 ALL IRELAND REVIEW. 

14s 4d., is it not just as great an 

anomaly 1 hat the Driscolls and Murphys 
in the South, agricultural labourers, 
should have houses and land free, and 

Pattersons and Savages, of the North, 
also agricultural laboureis, should be 

bullied, persecuted, and evicted by 
tenant employers should they dare even 

to hint at plots and houses, or dare re 

mind their high mightinesses, the 
farmers, of the great charter of their 

rights, the Parnell-Gladstone Labourers' 
Act. Are Protestant Scotch and Eng 
lish labourers to pine in slavery while 

miserable Milesians, O'Briens and 

M'Carties and O'Gradies walk erect, 
endowed with lands and houses, and 
look their masters in the face ? 

What is this astonishing thing that 
has befallen the great Imperial race ? 

These are 
big questions coming up 

for solution ; and there are 
bigger 

behind. 

What is an agricultural labourer ? 
He is undefined at present. One of the 
finest plots and houses that I ever 

visited lay under the great castled 
rock of Dunamase, in the Queen's 

County. The plot 
was a full acre. 

Every 
footof the acre tilled,and the beginnings 
there of intensive agriculture. Felix 

agricola here was not an 
agricultural 

labourer at all ; he was a quarry man ; 

openly, ostensibly,and flagrantly so ! If 
the man who follows the plough horses 

has a 
right to house and land, what of 

the man who shoes the horses for the 
farmers ; what of the tailor who clothes 
the farmer's burly form, &c, &c. 
" 

Agricultural labourer" has not been 
defined. Define him. Nay, he is inde 
finable, and if you define, limit, and re 

strict, absurdly because artificially, the 

sphere and scope of the Acts, do you 
think the rural population outside your 
restricted area will sit still ? 

And, if men, why not women ? Why 
not ? Has not the weaker vessel a right 
to even tenderer treatment in this 
Christian land ? 

And if the landless workers of all 
kinds in the rural regions have such a 

right, why not the villagers and the 

people of the rural towns ? And if the 
people of the villages and rural towns, 

why not the poor workers of the crowded 
slums and alleys of our great cities, 

where Felix Agricola's brothers and 

sisters, and cousins, and kindred are 

packed together like eels in a tub, 

suffocating, save the few, who get their 
heads above the rest into clear air. 

And, if manual workers and muscular 

labourers, why not all workers and all 
la ourers ? I'm a worker and a labourer. 

'Why should I not get a nice, well-built 

five-roomed house, and my acre, free, 
when I am tired et' 

scribbling, and 
would like to return to mother Earth, 
and grow fruits and vegetables, and be 

quiet, with, perhaps, my friend, W. B. 

Yeats, the sweet singer, near at hand, 

pleasantly housed and applotted, too, in 
a bee-loud glade, tending his ninebean 

rows, and crooning to himself new and 
better songs while he hearkens to the 

murmurings of his bees ? 

Why not ? Is there any reason in 
the nature of things why Ireland should 

give any quarryman at the foot of Duna 
mase an excellent house and an acre of 

virgin soil, and withold these desirable 
things from her sweet singers and the 
crowds of intellectual sons and 

daughters who, in one way or 
another, 

are following some intellectual pursuit, 
and to whom a nice house and plot of 

ground, 
rent free, would be a great 

acquisition and furtherance in their 

work ? Why not. 

Bigger and biggergrow the questions, 
so I must forbear. That little legislative 
seed, dropped almost at random in Ire 
land's fertile soil by Charles Stewart 

Parnell as he passed this way, has 

germinated, and the resultant seedling, 
now wTell above ground, and well 
watered and cared for, too, I observe, by 
Mr. T. W. Russell and other distin 

guished agitators, will have to be either 
torn up by the roots, or what is far more 

[ likely, will grow into a great tree 

bearing crop after crop of the most 

singular and unexpected kinds of 

agrarian legislation. Observe these 
Acts quite calmly, and reason about 
them quite logically and dispassionately, 
and you will see that immense results 

must follow from their principle, the 

principle that a man, because he happens 
to be, or to represent himself as an agri 
cultural labourer, has a 

right to a house 
and fenced land at the expense of other 

people. Of course he has no such right, 
We went wrong at the beginning. 

CHILDHOOD. 
I saw a little boy who ran, 

A yellow-winged thing chasing, 
That fluttering flew and by a span 

Escaped his eager racing. 

In flight across a field of grain 
That random winds were 

waving, 
It flew, and lit, then on 

again, 
A fragile life thus saving. 

And Oh ! the sun was hot and high 
And it wns summer weather ; 

And flowing curls and butterfly 
And wheat were 

gold together. 

C. J. L. 

[Dear C. J. L.?So good that I wish 
it were just a little better. The first 
line is too simple and Wordsworthian ; 
the second too hard to pronounce. It 
does not spring trippingly from the 
tongue. 

" 
Racing/' line 4 is not right; 

writing in prose, you would not use the 
word. 

" 
Lit," line 7, is too short and 

insignificant in sound. The i in fragile, 
line 8, is too long. The last verse is 

exquisite. The poem, as a wh$le, is 

beautifully indirect and suggestive.] 

FROM A PROTESTANT CLERGY 
MAN. 

Dear Sir,?I heartly wish prosperity 
and long life to your Chere Enfant, 
which seems to me to be growing in 

grace and wisdom day by day. 
No doubt. we are :? 

. " 
a glorious nation, " 

A. splendid peasantry, and fruitful 
sod. 

. " 
Fighting like divils for conciliation, " 

Hating one another for the love of 
God." 

But I am happy to tell you there is 
another side t j our character as Irish 
i men. 

! I spent my summer in Trainore, and 

; at my hotel met some few dozen of our 

| R.C. Priests (Deans and 
Professors). 

To my unfeigned delight they one 

j 
and all treated me, a Protestant Priest, 
with not 

only respect, but with real 

brotherly affection. 
It would seem that they could not do 

enough to make my stay among them 
a 

happy reminiscence. 
I even touched up n the burning 

! question of Unity, and was surprised 
to find that they also with me saw 
! 
clearly that the Idea of God being 
union, one faith, one 

baptism, 
one 

Spirit and one Father of us all, it must 

eventually come to pass, whether we 

will or no. 

Our Church of Ireland was not the 
chief difficulty with them, but Dis 
senters. 

I dared to hint that our Church was 

j 
a 

happ}^ medium, and was not contra 
! dieted. 

I thank God for their kind hearts, 
and all my life that is yet to be, I shall 
respect and love the Hierarchy of the 
Church of Rome, as it is in Ireland. 

But when I look back on my sixty 
y:ars I can 

only exclaim :?" Oh, what 
a blessed change ! 

" 

[Dear Sir,?I cannot myself at all 

understand or 
imagine a 

theological or 

ecclesiastical union, but see no reason 

why we might not be all good friends, 
nevertheless, fellow-workers, compan 
ions, even comrades. 

Unless the future has in store for us 
some such conciliation and mutual goo i 

feeling, something very like national 
extermination looks by no means im 

probable. 
Thanks for kind and welcome letter. 

?Ed.] 

IRISH INDUSTRIES. 
Unpatriotic Shopmen. 

We often consoled ourselves with 
the idea, in connection with the Indus 
trial Revival, that, at least, the shop 
i assistants of Dublin were a truly 
I patriotic body, and that their best 
energies would at all times be exerted 
in furthering the sale, and otherwise 

bringing Irish manufactures promi 
nently bafore intending purchasers. 
And, indeed, when we remember that 

they (the shop-assistants) had formed 
themselves voluntarily into an associa 
tion having for its object the aforesaid 
laudable work, we never believed that 

they would tolerate for an hour a black 

sheep in their fold were 
they aware of 

it. We, however, were much surprised, 
and our 

good opinion of this respect 
able body of young Irishmen received 
a shock by something that came under 
our notice lately, and which consisted 
in the palming off of English shoddy 

as of Irish manufacture. A lady went 

into one of our 
leading drapery estab 

lishments in Dublin to buy a shirt?an 
Irish shirt for a member of her family, 

and told the shop assistant that it must 

be home manufactured. He asked her 
! whether she was 

prepared to pay 12s. 
for one ? The lacly declined to pay so 

much, and was told she could not ob 

tain one for less. She then left the 

shop and went to another establishmen t, 
where again she asked for an Irish 
made shirt. She was at once shown 

quite 
a number, and eventually bought 

one for the popular price of 5s. 6d. A 

day 
or so after, the gentleman for whom 

the article was 
bought, went to the es 

tablishment first mentioned. Heing 
an Irish manufacturer himself, he 

wanted to know why 12s. was asked 

for what was afterwards purchased for 
5s. od. Of course, the quality may 
have been superior, but twelve shillings 
is a high price, and if everybody who 

wanted an Irish shirt had to pay twelve 

shillings for it, the Irish shirt-making 
industry can hardly make much head 

This content downloaded from 62.122.79.90 on Fri, 20 Jun 2014 23:13:12 PM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


ALL IRELAND REVIEW. 5 

way with the masses, What was our 

informant's surprise, when the assistant, 

being told of the lady's subsequent 
ex- ? 

perience, suggested that the 5s. 6d. ; 
Irish shirt might not be the genuine 
article. He at once repaired to the shop 
at which it was purchased, and asked 

whether it had been sold as Irish "i They 
told him it had not. The lady, be it 
remembered, left one sh< p, because the 

price demanded for an Irish made shirt 
was too high, and went to another in 

her desire to support Irish industries. 
In the first she was asked an 

impossible 

price, and in the second was deceived 

into buying as Irish an English made 
article. We should be sorry to cast a 

slur on the whole body of shop-assistants 
for the act of one individual, but we 
have no hesitation in saying?the man, 
the Irishman, who performed such an 

act of treason against his country, ! 

struggling for a share of industrial ? 
prosperity, is not worthy to be a mem 

bar of such a body, and the sooner such 

people are found out and exposed the 
better. We feel certain the assistants 

themselves would be amongst the first j 
to take all the measures in their power j 
to bring home to such men the ignoble 

' 

part they bad played. It would be : 

deplorable 
if the very people whose op 

portunities 
were of such a character as 

to be able to stimulate this industrial 

movement more than others, were found 

to have men in their ranks, so ignorant 
or indifferent to the welfare of their 

country, 
as to lend themselves to such \ 

mean and cowardly practices. 
! 

Vidette. ? 

[Dear Vidette?Your indignation is ? 

quite justifiable. Tell me privately the 
names of those shops, that where they ? 

keep Irish-made shirts, but wont sell ! 

them for less than 12s., and that where 
j 

they palm off the foreign article as home- | 
made, and only tell the truth when ; 
under fire from a pair of menacing 

I 

eyes. We, who desire to support Irish I 

industry, must deal only with shops : 

that ar? conducted rationally and with 

shops that are conducted honestly. I . 

would thank you, tco, to let me know, ! 

some time, what F>ublin and Belfast | 
houses sell genuine Irish-made shirts at ? 

prices and of a quality that will be.tr ! 

comparison 
with the foreign article.? 

Ed.] 

THE WHITE BIRCH. 

0 slender tree now swaying 
So lightly in the breeze, 

Thou'rt like a maid a-maying, 
Her graceful 

form arraying 

Among the other trees, 

Where sun and wind are 
playing. 

Thy trunk and branches snow-white 

Are seen as through 
a veil 

Of fairest green ; a robe light 
Of dainty leaves that show bright 

Withal they are so frail, 

Thy 
new garb 

woven now right. 

O lovely tree upspringing 
Beneath the glad blue sky, 

When summer birds are singing 

Thy boughs so lowly swinging 
Will reach the green sward nigh. 

Both shade and sun-flecks flinging. 

C. J. L. 

THE UNIVERSITY EDUCATION 
COMMISSION. 

(A Chat.) 
This will have to be a very educational 

number, but a great wave of educa 

tionalism is just 
now 

sweeping 
over the 

land and the schoolmaster is abroad 

with a vengeance. To-day 
we are all 

Educationists?all wild to educate other 

people. Bishops and Deans, and Judges 
and Fellows and Professors have given 

tongue, and we all follow with a cry; 
wisdom, or 

something that looks like 

it?for the air is not very clear?well 

out in front and going weil. 

Personally, I don't think wisdom has 

left the cover at all, and that the thing 
out in front and going well is some 

thing else. 

In fact, though I do perhaps strike a 

jarring note amid these harmonies, I 

don't believe in Universities at all as 
institutions for making peoplo wise. We 

all praise the market according to our 

experience of it. I have been through 
a famous University myself, and was 

rather industrious there and anxious to 

profit by all instruction, and am not 

conscious that its " 
Teaching Staff" 

taught me anything at all, and also that 

they 
even untaug it me in some 

things. 
In the Province of 

" 
Religious Instruc 

tion," for example, 
we had a course of 

what they called 
" 

Catecheticals," 
which were delivered immediately 
under the great organ in the Examina 

tion Hall of T.C.D., where the amiable 

Dr. Ferrar, now with God, used to spread j 
out for us daily his feast of shells; and | 
I knowr that his "Catecheticals 

" 
helped j 

considerably to dull the sense of Reli- I 

gion that I brought with me from home | 
and made me detest Religion as ex- 

j 
pounded in the University. 

The old organ above our heads, a j 

relic, they said, of Don Juan deAquila, j 
left behind him at Kinsale, and which | 
liad not uttered a note of heavenly liar- : 

mony for centuries, did at least no \ 
harm to any of us; which is more than j 
I can say for the 

" 
Religious Instruc 

tion 
" 

which our fond parents and guard- i 

ians believed was being imparted to us \ 
as an essential portion of our Univers- i 

ity education, a beautiful and natural ! 

unfolding in an atmosphere of Piety and 

Wisdom of the poor little germs that 
we 

brought with us from home. 
" 

Secu 

lar instruction, you know, ought 
to be 

permeated and vitalized by Religious," 
etc., etc. 

And when all these pompous Educa 

tionists using grandiloquent phrases 
and fine expressions the mere 

employ 
ment of which, only the sound of thern, 

look so like a kind of wisdom per se, 1 
have a habit of referring all the fine 

things they say to my personal exper 
iences where I find them, for the most 

part 
to be?well, a little wanting in 

actuality. 
Now, touching this matter of actual 

ity, I find that amongst the crowd of 
theories one has at last emerged before 

which all the rest melt away into thin ! 
air. It is the pronouncement, through 
Dr. O'Dwyer, by the Irish Hierarchy as 
to the kind of University that they 
want. Here is actuality ; for here we 

have not theories about University 
Education, but a fact. This is the kind 
of University for Catholics that the 
Catholic Hierarchy desiderate, and they 
speak for the Priesthood, also for Ca 

tholic Ireland, because the latter have 

proved again and again that in thjs 

matter they follow the guidance and 
submit to the control of the Priesthood 
and Hierarchy. 

Also it is a fact that the political 
power of Catholic Ireland is a potent 
factor in Parliament, and that it has 

certainly not been weakened by its 

alliance, though on a totally different 
issue, with the Protestant Agrarian 

Party in the North. 
As a journalist I always try to dis 

tinguish facts from the things that are 
said and 

thought concerning them. 

Facts have a habit of going their own 

way utterly regardless of the things 
that are said about them or 

thought 
about them. What does the Mail 
Steamer leaving Kingstown Harbour for 

Holyhead on a wild morning care about 

the talk of the talkers on the piers, 
or 

for the critics on the sunny side of the 

Hill of Howth i 
Theories, wise or foolish, are mere 

wind and talk till they embody them 
selves in some kind of actuality. When 
a 

theory has three-quarters of a hundred 

of Irish members of Parliament behind 
it, and 

Opportunist British Govern 

ments, Conservative or Liberal, in front 

of it, it becomes a very different thing 
from the elaborated views?wise per 

haps?of Judges and Professors, School 

masters, or of the most illustrious Edu 

cationists going. Therefore I shall not 

myself add to the explosion of talk 
that has been raging around it, but 

shall reproduce here, and in its in 

tegrity, the pronouncement of the Irish 

Bishops as to the kind of Catholic 

University they 
" 

want and will be 
satisfied with." Many of my readers 

who have read it before will doubtless 
like to read it again, and in a form 

'vliich lends itself better for study and 
for keeping than that in which it was 

presented last week in the small print 
and on the frail paper of the Dublin 

daily Press. 

In the order of facts there is here, 

assuredly, ''something craggy to break 

the mind upon.'' 
I don't know and shall not enquire 

whether the plan is good or bad. I 

hope it is good, and when realized and 

in operation will work well. 

A brand-new Uni\ ersity will have at 

least this great advantage, viz., it must 

to a considerable degree bear the im 

press of the century of its origination, 
and so share largely in the spirit of the 

present and the future. 

THE PRONOUNCEMENT OF THE 
HIERARCHY. 

The appendices to the Second Volume 
of Evidence taken by the Commission 
on University Education in Ireland 
contains, as a 

supplement 
to his evi 

dence published 
in the former volume, 

a Memorandum from the Bishop of 
Limerick outlining 

a 
possible scheme 

for the settlement of the University 
question. Introducing the plan, his 

Lordship says :? 

"The following Memoranda have been 

prepared 
in accordance with the sug 

gestion of the Chairman of the Royal 
Commission on University Education 

as a draft, not in detail, but, I should 

hope, 
an adequate draft of the plan of 

University reform, which I sketched in 
outline in my evidence. 

" 
It is, as I may remind the Com 

mission, only 
one out of varous ways in 

which the problem may be dealt with, 
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